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BARCELONA

I CAN NOT understand how it is that sometimes,
when I am come to a strange city, I desire so
eagerly to be in some other place which, it may be, I
know well; so that the city I am in is spoiled for me,
and I pass up and down its streets like an exile distracted
by the remembrance of some place far away that I have
loved, or of some companion who was then still with me
and whom I cannot now forget, Who will explain the
stupidity of our desires? It happened so to me in
Barcelona; for on my arrival presently all the peace and
refreshment I had found in Tarragona vanished away,
and a sudden longing came to me for Florence and the
serene temperance of a Tuscan spring, the mere happi-
ness I have always found there, that is not to be had in
Spain, seek how you may, And I do not know why this
befell me, unless it was that I heard a man and woman
speaking Tuscan as I came into the Rambla, And it was
for this reason perhaps, that, alone of all the cities of
Spain, I found Barcelona hateful; and even now I cannot
think of it without a sort of distress, It is a city of the
North, full of restlessness, an unnatural energy, haunted
by the desire for gain, absolutely modern in its expres-
sion, that has made of one of the oldest cities in Spain
a sort of Manchester, almost without smoke it is true,
but full of mean streets and the immense tyranny of
machinery, that for the most part Spain has escaped so
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